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g$"Or Men and Chriffians toturn Turks, and think 
F excule the Crime becauſe 'eis in their drink, 
Is morethen Magick, and does plainly tell 
Coffee's extraction has its heats from Hell. 
- PureEngliſh Apes ! ye may, for oughe T know, 
Would it but mode, learntoeat Spiders too. 
Should any of your Grandfires Ghoſts appear 
In your Wax-Candle-Circles, and but hear 
The name of Coffee ſo much call'd upon, 
Then ſee it drank like fcalding Phlegetor x 
Would they nor Qartle, think ye, all agreed, 
- *Twas Conjuration both in Word and Deed; 
' Oc Catiline's onmos - they ftood 
Sealing thei Oaths in ts of reeking Blood ? 
 Themerrieſt Ghoſt of all your Sires no. F lay, 
Your Wine's much worſe fince his laſt yeſterday : 
He'd wonder how the Clab had giv'n a Hop 
O'er Tavern-Bars , into the Farriers Shop ; | 
Where he'd ſuppoſe , both by the ſmoak and fiench, 
Each Mana Horſe, and each Horſe at his Drench. 
That y* are no Poets , nor their Friends, 1 vow 
Wichont an Oath Id credit: for ſhould now 
Ben Fobnſon's ſtrenuous Spirit, or the rare 
Beaumont and Fletcher's in your Rounds appear, 
They would not finde the Air perfum'd with one 
Caſtalian Drop, nor Dew of Helicon ; 
/ Bucfleeing, cry out, Su!phar, Liqnid Fire, 
Fetcht fron Cocytas, and the Styziar Mire - 
. When they buc men , would ſpeak as the Gods do; 
iT hey gk pure NeQar as the Gods drink too, 
- Sublim'd with rich Canary ; they would move 
courſe !' th' La e ſpoke i” th' world above. 
-- But pray Sirreverence Sirs, what wonder drops 
* Nuncle Fobns Kertle-houſe in theCoffee-ſhops ? 
"" Towr Servant, Sir , what News from Tripoly 
Do the Weeks Pampblets in their Works agree ? 
Then Dame Dizrnat goes to th? Pot ; if you 
Bue (ay ſhe ſcoulds, he's duck'd in Coffee too ; 
. Oftat your Seſſions b*ing arraign'd and caſt = 
For petty Thefts, pleading her Book, -ac laſt. 
. She's with Wax-Candle, or Tobacco-ſnuff, 
But burnt i* th? hand, and ( ſerv'd well enough. 
Hear, andadnire, Oh Men! theſe arethe new 
x7 mnlgonecerh che Cn rew. 
_ - Fie, Friends co the groſs Turky-ſhore, ſhall then 
— Theſe tefthen Coffee's (elf es Coleen, 

' Theſe ſons of nothing , that can hardly make - 
Their Broth, for laughing how the Jeſt does take ; 
Yet grin, and give yefor the Vine's pure Blood, - 
A loathſome Potien, not yet underftood, | 

 Syrrop of Soot , or Eſlence of old Shooes,  . 
\ Daſhe with Diurnals, and che Books of News? 
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| Are ye with Swrfeics ſtomach-full > Take then 


| Lec ?em drink-C 


(For though ſach 


| No ſpawn remain of the {ly Serpents ſeed ; 
| Lec him carouſe a Cofſee-Kertle full, | 


ſr 


A 


A Cup of 


F F 


0: 


Nay, for onght I know, ( I'd nothe abſirrd) 
A meer Deco&ion of the Devils [Aſafetida- 
'f, as the faſhion of your Cloaths, you change 

Your Driaks as often , toas new and firange, 

Let *Pothecaris then your cuſtom thank, 

And not theſe Nunkeys of a Mouncebank. 

Have by misfortune your croſs-cap'ring Brains . 

Gor either Clap, or Running of che Reins ? 
Gnaicum's infuljpn take, and Txrpertine, - 

Which but compar'd with Coffee , drink like VVine. 


| 
Warm Treaclewater, ſwear, and well agen. 

Does Venas het your Bloods coo bigh ? Allay 

That fire with irops of Maiden Cemphora. 

Drink whole Fharmacopeia o'er, know this, 

No Draught fcloathſome as foul Coffee is, 

Of which chis dnely isa taſte , and thoſe 

Would know its Vercue, may go look'tin Proſe, 
For 'tcannot oo in Verſe, 4 chough *e lye in Print 
Becauſe there'i neither Rime nor Reaſon in 'e. 

Yer IThave hearda grave Grand-Signior tell, 

Coffee does dull and yawning Sleeps expel. 

Why Frenzie , Fevers, or the Poor Mans Gout, 
Will do this feat as well, and chat without 

A God-a-merey; nay , 'twill make 'emdo 


) 


Coffee in its Colours. 


] And riſe wonder of the Turkey-thore, 


| Drink-dablers, that have fo long k 


þ 


1 um and Metheglin, and a hundred fine 


_| New name, not known in Engliſh Chriſtendome ; 


| That ſoit be*nt (relt out 3 let him bur frame 


As wiſe and well as ere he was before. 
Such cures can Coffee work. 1 could afford 
Ye many more; bur to the wiſe a word, 
And now Stew'*d Prewen-mongers, and all yon 
ado 
With China-Ale, Stupone, Virgin-Wine, 


Devices more, all co no purpoſe, know, 
Ye ha' ntche way ; theſeare all things that grow 
Here, here ac home, when as a forraign Fart, 
Mixe and miſcall'd according unto Art, 
Sells quick as che new Perukes now adays, 
Goes off as well , and taresthe (elf-ame place. 
But whine not, Dunces , nor deſpair , ye Fools; 
Ye have Back-fidesleft yet, and good Cloſe ſtools, 
Large asthe Coffee-Kettles : make good uſe . - 
Of theſe; they {Hall an equal gain produce. 
Remember Coff* , can ye but Pi and Cack ? 
Jumble*t cogether, call it Scytbian Sack, 
Tantavelin, Fogofarto, or but ſome 


hy 


Orlet ſome Jew derive its ſtock and ſtem 
At leaſt as far as from Ferwſalem, 


Ought but to call*t out of it's Chriſtian Name 3: 
Poſte up its Vertuesev'ry where in good 


And talk as idly andas frantick too. | 

Though in the power ofthis Tuckiſh Spell 

{1m faithle(s as a for or Infidel, | 

Yer I believe leas'ly mighe confeſs - 
Coffee potential in ſuch Cures as theſe. 

Firſt , (for example) are chere *'mongſt ye ſome 

Have ſoundly had the Morbam Gallicum 7 

a93nag M_ ahftain, 

Ill pawn my Pen they rePocky wellagain. 

ha ones Vacke, It's fall to Bacchus Stocks : 

Are ye dead drunk ? ha ye caught acatching Fox ?_ 

Take me then Coffee , drink it ſcalding hot, | 

.( For thongh ie ſcalds, yet know , itburneth not ) 

Sleep upon *t ſoundly ; when you re-awake, 

Y area lives man again, I'll undertake. 

Is any of your ſober vigniors ta'en EET 

| With Maggot-Meagroms , or the Worm Yth? Brain? 
orms in Ages heretofore 

Sought their forc'd fortunes at mens Poſtern Door ; 

Yet as the Moon and humane Humours change, 

They alter coo, and now through ch* head do range. ) 

If any be thas craz'd;, and by the Rimples | 

About his Noſe, youfear be'll fall V'S 

Well worm him firſt, andtake a ſpecial 


Then to the Miltreſs 


ofthe 


| For in this A 


So that, I fear, 


Strange Hebrew-Engliſh, which not underftood 
Makes much the better 3 there lies all the knack, 
The Jeft's pure Hogo, and the Conceit's ſmack: 
nothing'scry'd upfor good, 
cave what”s ſtark naught, or what's not underſtood. 
theſe very Rules may run _ 

FP th' compaſs of ſome commendation. 

Bue to*the ſcope : There muſt be got mad-Boys 
For your firitſerters, or as't were Decoys, 

1? inticethe Noviſts, till they've made a Rode 
Unto your Door, and your Knack 'gins to mode 3 
When you'll, I fear, be forced to have wait 
Some tall-gown'd-Porter at your thronged Gate 
To make diſtia&tion of-your Gueſts, leſt none 
Enter but friends, and men of faſhion ; 

And chis will cake the Youngſters ſo, you'll ſee 

A Leaguerdayly at your Door will be ; | 

You'll be befieg*'d with Money and good Words 

For the rare Juyce that your Back-fides affords; 

Ye ſhall make Coffee ſtink. In ſhort, beall 

Made menatlength, for tomake men withal. 
'T ſhall ne*er befaid, a Turdy Turk could do 

| More with a meer Sirreverence then you. 
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